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THE SERIOUS LACK OF INTERVIEWS ISSUE ~ 
GARY WALEIK 

(1/2) JAPANESE FAST FOOD 
YUPPIE DANCE FEVER 
CASSETTES GALORE 

TOO MANY BIG LABEL REVIEWS 
...AND NOT MUCH MORE 


HIGH ROLLER 


File 13 


ISSUE #3 
FEBRUARY 1989 


Well, since last issue, I’ve been snubbed by four women. 
Their names are Fire Party. They ignored my request to 
do an interview with them, so I figured life just wasn’t 
worth living anymore. Well, that’s not the total reason 
for the lack of interviews this issue. I guess no one 
happened along that I felt compelled to interview, or 
something. Mason Jones is working on setting up an 
interview, but it hasn’t come together yet...Speaking of 
which, File 13 now has some writers who will hopefully 
stick around for more than one issue. Mason is a 
Californian dude with a potentially kinky living 
situation, Dave Lechtenberg is a Colorado boy who must 
have been from Washington state in an earlier life, and 
Steve Davis is our stranger in a strange land, who will be 
giving us periodic scene reports from Japan...No room for 
any gossip this issue. (Like, I’m sure you’ll miss it.) 


Well, despite the dozens of copies of File 13 I distributed 
throughout this great state, nobody took me up on my 
offer to write a piece on why New Jersey is a good place 
to live. Another reason not to live in this area that I 
forgot last time is the lack of any decent movies. Writing 
in the distinctly plebian Asbury Park Press, Eleanor 
O'Sullivan wrote, "Five years ago, the Oscar-winning 
‘Fanny and Alexander’ played at one theater in the 
Monmouth-Ocean counties area. That same year, one of 
the Oscar nominees for best picture, ’The Dresser,’ never 
made it to the area. The next year the best picture Oscar 
went to "Amadeus, but the film played at only one 


location... There was no sign of the best foreign film of the 
year, ‘Dangerous Moves.’” O'Sullivan went on, saying 
that "Kiss of the Spider. Woman" and "The Trip to 
Bountiful” also fell through the cracks, and that despite a 
population of almost 600,000 people in Monmouth county 
alone, no alternative theaters have been able to survive. 
The article summed up my opinion in this quote from the 
owner of the long-gone Man Ray Cinema, "...I still think 
the level of cultural appreciation and literacy just isn’t 
high enough to support [one]." One of the few decent 
writers in a rag that’s worth it mostly for the comics and 
the coupons, O’Sullivan promises to start a monthly 
column focusing on foreign and alternative movies. But 
will it bring “Wings of Desire" or "Bird" to the area? I 
doubt it. 


For the most part, I hope to keep politics out of File 13, 
but I recently got something in the mail that I would like 
to recommend. Shopping for a Better World is a handy 
little guide for voting with your pocketbook, probably the 
only kind of voting a lot of big companies can 
understand. But what sets this booklet apart from the 
norm, is that it doesn’t tell you what to do, but instead 
provides information that you can use to reach your own 
conclusions. For a huge number of products, the guide 
summarizes the parent company’s environmental record, 
whether the company is involved in the nuclear industry, 
has women in high spots on the corporate ladder, and so 
forth. And on complex issues, Shopping for a Better 
World provides more gradations — on South Africa, not 
just investment, but whether the company has signed the 
Sullivan Principles; on animal testing, not just whether it 
is done, but whether the company has tried to reduce it 
by searching for alternate methods. You can use the info 
to be as right-wing or left-wing as you like. ($4.95 for 
one, $15 for 5 to CEP, 30 Irving Pl., NY, NY 10003) 
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KENTUCKY FRIFD ROYALTY. 


the world - wide tape network 


If .. in the first place... you want your music to be 
dictributed and heard world-wide. If you want to leave the 
beaten path of the music industry... If you want to do 
exactly the music that comes out of your heart and mind... 

If you are NOT looking for quick.money..... Then join...... 


KENTUCKY FRIED ROYALTY # 


Some long working tape distributors are offering the 
NEW WAY of having WORLD- WIDE DISTRIBUTION # 


The system works very simply. 


Send an exellent sounding tape with a BLACK and WHITE 
cover plus information about your band / project to the 
addresses below. These two addresses are the first of a 
cooperating network which is currently under construction. 
The distributors will list your tape in the KFR catalog. If 
someone orders your tape, it will be sold on a non - profit 


level. The first aim of KFR is to establish a ‘ 


We already have solid contacts with the following countries: 


ITALY, FRANCE, NEW ZEALAND, SPAIN, POLAND, BELGUIM, 
YUGOSLAVIA, DENMARK, GREECE, ICELAND, IRELAND, 
SWITZERLAND, AUSTRIA, SWEDEN, NORWAY, HOLLAND, SOUTH 
AFRICA, MEXICO, ISRAEL, AUSTRALIA, JAPAN, MALAYSIA, 
CANADA, FINLAND, LUXEMBOURG, PERU, BRAZIL, and the’ 
UNITED STATES. 


We will release more information to you the moment 
new KFR stations are established. 

It will grow slowly... but, sure. we don't have the money 
to advertise with glitter and glitz. But with our potential, we 
will have a rotating advertising campaign from station to 
station to inform you, our public. 

WE HAVE STARTED Hl The first catalog, with more than 
ONE - THOUSAND tapes, will be available from KFR at the 
England station in the beginning of 1989. 

In the end every country will probably have a slightly 
different catalog. but that depends on YOU W If you send 

your tape to all of the KFR stations, if will be offered 
WORLD ~ WIDE | 


Want more information about it all? SURE It 
Send inqueries to: 


KENTUCKY FRIED ROYALTY 

News Department 

Lord Litter’s Out of the Blue - Dittmar 
Pariser Str.63A 

1000 Berlin IS 

West Germany 


Send your tapes to - and ask for the local catalog at: 


K FR USA K F R England 
Grievance Tapes BBP Records & Tapes 
Jen Stephen Parsons 

P.O. Box 2123 90 Grange Drive 

Van Nuys, CA 9404 Swindon, Wilts., SN3 - 4LD 
U.S.A. England 


Do you want to work with us? 
SURE!!! 
Any kind of help is welcome 
Get in touch - We can work something out !!!1 


Hope to hear from you soon | 


Real Letters From Real People 


November 24, 1988 


Dear Mark, 


Hi! this is Jen from Kentucky Fried Royalty USA. I 
recieved the issue of FILE 13 that you were kind enough 
to send me. It is a real cool ’zine. I would like to correct 
you on something before the people that read your 
comment about KFR get totally misleaded! Each and 
every thing that is offered by BBP/KFR UK is offered by 
GRIEVANCE/KFR USA. I will enclose our newsletter 
for this peroid along with an information sheet. If you 
could copy the info. sheet and put it in you next issue it 
would be greatly appriciated! The most important thing 
about KFR is that it is the first REAL effort to bring the 
underground/ alternative scene to everyone who is 
interested. The next important aspect that people need to 
realize is that KFR is COMPLEETLY NON- PROFIT!!! 


If you know anyone who is interested in having thier 
music heard world-wide, please tell them to get in touch 
with us. We will soon have a station in Germany. The 
details are being worked out now. The whole idea is 
exploding everywhere! People like the idea of regoinal 
prices. This will be the factor that secures the non-profit 
ideals & promote some sort of unity to a distinctly 
divided group. If everyone keeps trugding on in thier own 
little isolated room nothing will ever happen! Together 
we can tear down walls, but alone we only build them. 
So, I hope that this clears up a couple of things with you. 
Please keep in touch! Good luck with FILE 13 and keep 
me informed on what is happening in lovely New Jersy 


PEACE, 
JEN for KFR USA 


Dear Jen, 


Well, I certainly don't want to mislead anyone, so I’m 
printing the info sheet. Also, I'm glad that someone out 
there types worse than I do! 


Dear Mark - Here’s a second tape I promised you. I liked 
File #13. I hope it continues — there’s not much good 
stuff around. 


XOxOX 
Lisa Suckdog 


MARK, 


Just thought I'd drop a line to tell of good reading #2 
File 13 is. It’s probably the best free thing I’ve picked up 
in months. Tom Grove’s "Cranioclast" blew me away 
At first I thought it was a joke, but after reading it 3 
times I was in awe. The industrial tape reviews are 
another reason I’m writing. Alot of this shit sounds 
really hot. Would you be willing to dub some of this (a 
90 or two?) for trade? [ve got loads of stuff. Just about 
anything by Wire, Dome, Gilbert+Lewis, lots of 
Throbbing Gristle + Psych. TV, Sev. Heads, Fall (early + 
later), Industrial Comps. (Dutch + Netherlands), Wax 
Trax stuff, Bill Nelson, Test Dept, 4AD stuff, Hula. If 
there’s something you want + can’t find I may have it to 
trade on tape. I don’t know if you’re up to do this kind 
of thing. It’s up to you. I’m not particularly into the 
Harold Budd or Jon Hassell type of stuff. That Henry 
Hektik Motion P. Music sounds like great stuff. If 
nothing at all thanks for the fine reading. 


MARK 
Lakewood NJ 


Dear Mark, 


A couple of C-90's, huh? Well, the reason I give addresses is 
so that readers can contact labels directly. Cassette labels 
put a lot of effort into their releases, and I'm sure they would 
love to hear from you. As if I really have the time to spend 
making tapes for everybody, anyway. (And I thought I used 
the word “stuff” a lot...) 


Some changes will be made in 
programming. More emphasis 
is going to be placed on informa- 
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tional and educational program- 
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Cubist spokesman 
Del “ pumpkin’ Fink 


CUBE O13 


The world needs more people like 


Gary Waleik : 


In addition to being guitarist and vocalist for Big Dipper, 
Gary Waleik also happens to be a swell guy. He answers his 
fan mail, remembers to send postcard when he's on tour, 
says please and thank you, washes behind his ears, etc. In 
fact, you could probably let your daughter go out with him, 
and not have to wait up to make sure they made it back 
O.K. Basically, he’s just one handsome, suave, and 
sophisticated dude. 


And, as if being in one supergroup wasn't enough, Gary has 
assembled a group of ace Boston musicians for his side 
project, Crush. The band is Gary Waleik on guitar, Bob 
Weston of Volcano Suns on _ bass, Bob Fay 
(Dipper/Christmas roadie) on drums, and Ron Ward of the 
Blood Oranges on vocals. (And you thought the Traveling 
Wilburys were a big deal.) Look for their single on Time To 
Develop records, hopefully out by the time this goes to press. 


Not only is Gary a hot shot musician, but he also has a long 
list of producing credits to his name, the latest being the 
forthcoming EP by Somerville’s second best band (and Tulpa 
Recording artists), Masters Of The Obvious. 


I chatted with Gary just after Christmas about Big Dipper’s 
progress, the upcoming (over by the time you read this) 
Midwest tour, rare books, and so forth. But I didn’t have 
the answering machine going during that part (and I didn't 
feel like writing about that stuff anyway), so a big fat 
raspberry to you... 


F13: Mark Lo 
GW: Gary Waleik 


F13: I wanted to talk about Las Vegas... 
GW: Oh, don’t they alll! 


F13: I guess it must have made some kind of impact, for 
you to have called the Big Dipper record Craps and have 
pictures of Las Vegas... 


GW: Yeah, it certainly did. ‘When we were out last 
February on the West Coast, we had three days off after 
California, and spent them in Las Vegas. And we just 
had an amazing time. I went there expecting that...well, I 
had taken sort of a high moral stand on the whole thing, 
on the subject of Las Vegas, and was expecting to go 
there and sort of not like it. But I loved it! 


F13: It was kind of the same way here. We’ve got 
Atlantic City, which is maybe an hour and a half away. 
And a friend of mine and I went down, and I said, "I’m 
not going to gamble. I’m just going to watch.” I gambled 
like $50, and was hooked. 


GW: Yeah, that’s all it takes. One good experience, and 
it’s all over. 


F13: I haven’t been able to figure out craps, though. It 
seems that there are all these piles of chips, and the piles 
get bigger and bigger, and then the guy just sweeps them 
away with the stick. To me, that’s craps. 


GW: Yeah, I can’t figure that one out, nor have I fully 
grasped roulette, which is actually supposed to be pretty 
simple. All I really had the time and courage for was 
blackjack...which I attacked with a vigor previously 
unknown to me. 


(general laughter) 


GW: It was really incredible. I went up there, and my 
girlfriend flew out. We spent a lot of time at the 
blackjack tables, and we both agreed that once we had 
made... don’t remember...thirty, or forty, or fifty bucks 
— being rather optimistic — that we would quit. And it 
didn’t take us long, maybe half an hour or an hour, and 
we had made that much. And I looked at her, and she 
looked at me, and I said, "Well, do we stop now?" and she 
said, "Nah." 


(more laughter) 


GW: And we just kept going and going, and she actually 
made a few bucks, but I lost all the money I had 
made...But, who cares? It’s entertainment. 


F13: For me, I won the first few times, and said, "This is 
cake. I’ll quit my job and become a professional gambler. 
It’s so much easier than real work.” I haven’t won again 
since... 


GW: Well, I want to check out Atlantic City. It’s so 
close. 


F13: ...but a friend of mine won 3/4 of a million in slots, 
so that was pretty cool. 


GW: Oh, my God! Who was this? 
F13: A friend of mine I went to school with. 
GW: That’s amazing! 


F13: I was pretty much wiped out in blackjack, and I 
was just trying to find him so we could go home. Then I 
see lights flashing and bells ringing, and people crowding 
around. I didn’t even know what had happened. They 
had roped off the whole area, and there was my friend, 
sitting all alone in the middle with a big grin on his face. 


GW: Oh, I love that! That’s a great story. I can’t 
imagine even knowing someone who won that much! 


F13: Yeah, I was almost famous just being the friend of 
the big winner... So anyway, when the band was over in 
Europe, did you guys get a chance to do any sightseeing? 


GW: Not a whole lot. No, we were pretty busy most of 
the time. If we didn’t have a gig we’d be travelling. But 
we did see some nice scenery in Switzerland, which is 
absolutely the most gorgeous country you can imagine — 
although one full of snobs. And we had an afternoon 
touring Berlin, which was really great. We saw the wall, 
and we got up on these government-built platforms, so we 
could heckle the East German border guards. It was just 
great fun! The city was kind of depressing at times, 
though. We saw some bombed out buildings...I also had a 


lovely time in Holland, which is probably the nicest 
country we toured, in many ways. And it’s probably the 
best place to live that I’ve found in Europe. 


F13: Yeah, I spent a few days in Amsterdam a couple of 
years ago. I didn’t find the so-called music scene over 
there —I guess it was in pretty good hiding, but I had a 
good time. 


GW: Supposedly they have a great scene, but we didn’t 
see it. In fact, our show was cancelled there... 


F13: Ho! 


GW: ...don’t know quite why. And we got to see a bit of 
England. Not a whole lot, because we were very busy 
there. I actually spent a couple of days in Manchester, 
which was really exciting from a tourist point of view. 
They had the greatest record shops I’d ever seen. 


F13: Did you get a chance to go to any Scandinavian 
countries? 


GW: No, maybe next time, but we didn’t. 


F13: We went to Norway and Denmark, and...I know the 
U.S. in’t a perfect country, but I was ready to pack up 
and move. 


GW: I have friends who’ve been to Norway and 
Denmark, and they said the same thing actually... 


F13: We were in Copenhagen, and the tour guide said, 


" 5 f 
Tm going to have to apologize — we have to pass 
through the rundown section of town.” And it was 
gorgeous by a lot of U.S. standards — no trash on the 


ground, no bums asking you for money every five feet. 


GW: That’s how it seemed in most of Europe, except for 
the very large cities — London, Berlin, Hamburg. All the 
other cities we visited were just amazingly clean. 


F13: Well, getting back to music, I hear you’re going to 
be producing the new M.O.T.O. record. Is that right? 


GW: Ah, well, I did. We’ve already recorded that. I 
didn’t know you were familiar with M.O.T.O. 


F 13: Yeah, I have the EP and the Footprints 7". So are 
they going to be really big, do you think, or what? 


GW: They’re going to be huge stars, given half a chance. 
I think Paul [Caporino] writes some of the most amazing 
songs I’ve ever heard. They need to hone their act as a 
band, and keep working on their delivery of the songs, 
but I think that’ll come in time, and once it does, they’ll 
be pretty amazing. 


F13: Well, anyone who can write a song called 
"Orystallize My Penis”... 


GW: And make it a huge hit. 


F13: ...deserves some points just for that. 

GW: Yeah, absolutely. And the thing is, it’s so damn 
catchy that is anyone heard it, they'd be singing it, in 
spite of the rather risque subject matter. And that’s 
pretty amazing, that the song could be that strong. 

F138: So were they friends of yours before that, or... 


GW: Uh, the drummer, Beck Dudley, wrote some Big 
Dipper fan mail... Oh, my God, a friend of mine’s here! 


(yells to friend) Come on in, Bob. How’re you doing? 
Tm just doing a phone interview with a very important 
magazine, but that’s O.K. Have a seat. 


F13: Bob who? 


GW: Bob Fay, the famous Big Dipper/Christmas roadie, 
and Crush drummer. 


F13 (forgetting entirely about M.O.T.O.): Yeah, that 
reminds me, I got a letter from John [Henderson] of Time 
To Develop, and he was telling me about Crush. 


GW: Oh, really. Yeah, he mentioned you had been in 
contact with him. 


F13: So, is that project just a lark? 


GW: Yeah, it’s just to sort of get it out of the ol’ system, 
you know. Actually, it was kind of a calculated 
experiment...that I thought worked very well. 


F13: Calculated? On the part of whom? 


GW: Well, I pretty much put the band together. I was 
wondering what sort of band I could put together in the 
month that Big Dipper took off, in August, and I thought, 
well, this should be my drummer, and this should be my 
singer, and this should be my bass player, and it worked 
really well. 


F13: So, this was sort of your idea of the perfect band, 
and you put it together. 


GW: Yeah, something like that. And, you know, we are 
the perfect band! 


F13: (laughs) Well, to quote John, “It rocks pretty 
goddamn hard.” 


GW: Is that what he said? It’s pretty aggressive, crazy 
stuff. I guess people who have never seen my more 
aggressive side would be shocked, being such a popster. 
But, it’s actually pretty hard driving. 


F138: So, that’s all recorded and ready to go? 
GW: Yeah, we're waiting. It should have been out end 


of November/early December, if not for the usual pressing 
plant...well, you know all about that. 


F13: John said, "Out in time for the New Year,” but 
then again, the label name has been pretty appropriate 
for some of the projects. 


GW: Not only the bands, but for the projects 
themselves. Yeah, I know. Well, I sort of expected 
it...but then again who wanted to work with Homestead? 


Editor: Mark Lo 


Staff Writers: Steve Davis, Mason Jones, Dave 
Lechtenberg 


Thanks for the music: Sharon at Alternative Tentacles, 
BNM, Dead Judy, ERL, Generations Unlimited, Harsh 
Reality, J. S. Labs, Ohio, Sound of Pig, Lisa Suckdog, 
Tomboys, and Bill at Toxic. 


Thanks for the memories: Pebbles & Ginger 

And thank YOU for just your being you. 

Everything written by Mark Lo, unless otherwise 
indicated. 


Issue number one can be had for 25¢ in stamps. Issue 
numbers two and three can be had for 45¢ in stamps. 
‘Advance orders for issue number four are being accepted, 
45¢ in stamps. Trades accepted. 


Ads are free, but will be printed at the discretion of the 


editor. 


Send interviews, records, tapes, CD’s, art, etc. to: 
File 13 

Box 548 

Lincroft, NJ 07738 


NOTE NEW ADDRESS!!! 


RAI CONS. BRAORMECH YAN // 
SCENE REPORT - JAPAN 


Anyway, so I’m in Japan. It’s nice. People stare at 
me...and I just look down. If I’m in a bad mood I stare 
back — that usually works. But I’m going to write about 
food. Not public rudeness, or suicide attempts, or 
anything else. Just food. 


In Japan, there are basically three types of food: good 
food, great food, and fast food. Let’s start with fast food. 
Well, there’s McDonald’s, Arby’s, Kentucky Fried 
Chicken, Pizza Hut, and Mr. Donut. 


There is absolutely no difference between the American 
and Japanese versions of these gastrointestinal hells, ’cept 
the local KFO’s have life-size plastic statues of the 
Colonel — the TV commercials here show a bunch of 
Japanese kids eating greasy chicken while "My Old 
Kentucky Home" whines in the background, then there’s 
the Colonel himself kinda waving at them from across the 
river. He Still looks as old as shit... I think he must be 
some sort of ageless vampire that lives off of chicken 
blood, or something. 


One strange note regarding fast food here is that there’s 
No Burger King! Nowhere. When I first arrived, after 
leaving McDonald’s, I searched high and low for "the 
enemy.” But Burger King was nowhere to be found. 
When I asked my friends if they’d ever heard of a 
"Whopper," all I got were some strange looks. I decided 
not to press the Whopper issue any further, though the 
possibilities were endless. 


There are also several Japanese versions of fast food: Dom 
Dom’s, Lotteria, and the God of fast food, Mos. Forget 
Dom Dom and Lotteria, they’re equal to McDonald’s 


(except they feature Teriyaki Burgers, which absolutely 
rule). Mos is where it’s at. I’m so happy there is a Mos 
Burger at Furukawabashi Station, only two blocks away 
from my home at Nishisanso Station. It’s obvious that 
Buddha was smiling on me when I found my home in 
Kadoma-Shi. 


Now for the real thing. The Japanese food is very good. 
Even better than Cambridge. There are many real 
Japanese cooks, too. There is my favorite: Yakitori 
(grilled stuff) — Beef and Chicken Yakitori are the best. 
But if you want to turn a few heads, you can yell, “Inu 
Yakitori O Kudasai!l" (ie. "Please bring me grilled 
dog.") Being a foreigner, you’re allowed such liberties. 
Tomago Domburi is also a personal favorite. It’s fried egg 
(egg—=tomago), scallions, and stuff poured on a bunch of 
rice. It’s good. There’s really nothing that sucks, 


I’ve eaten a lot of weird stuff too — like animal 
intestines. I ate ‘em at a Korean restaurant near 
Tsuruhashi Station, in Osaka. Oh yes, Korean food is 
great. Especially "Kimuchi,” which is hot and spicy. 
Very hot and spicy. You should try it. Tsuruhashi 
Station is located in the Korean section of Osaka, There 
are even real Koreans cooking stuff there. 


Oh yes, there’s sushi here, too. 


Well, I’m not going to write anymore. And if you want a 
pen-pal in Japan, just forget it. 


—Steve Davis 


[Steve Davis used to be the bass player in some band that 
was almost famous. Forget the name of it. —ed.] 


SRE INN yz TSC ASBiE// 


Take this music quiz! 
P. CHILDREN TEN TALL MEN EXPANDO BRAIN 


BIG DIPPER CON DEMEK 


COMMON AILMENTS OF MATURITY 


What do the above bands have in common? 


a. They are all great 


b. They’ve all appeared on Vacant Lot Records 
I’ve never heard of any of them 


c 
d. All of the above 


Send for free 16-page catalog of Vacant Lot and related releases 
(enclose 45¢ in stamps to cover postage) 


VACANT LOT, BOX 606, RED BANK, NJ 07701 


Conversation in a bar 


A 


A 


You azen’t from atound here, 
are you ? 

I’m from Paraguay. 

What are you doing here ? 


I’m visiting for a month. 
Can I buy you a drink ? 


Thanks very much. I’d like 
some coffee. 


Exercise 2 


A 


| suggest ? 
| recommend ? 


Exercise 1 Deciding where to go for a drink 
Study the model, then compose dialogues. 
MODEL 
A Where shall we-go tonight ? 
B_ Let’s cailain at the lounge: 


A 
a [aT = = 
Where shall we | tonight ? | 
Where would you like to c this evening 7 
rue u 
B 
H ? 7 ara 
j call in at \lounge. | 
| - 
mais stop by at the evens: | 
| go to ‘bar. i 
try | | beer cellar. i 
eee | ees ee j 


Bars always serve a*wide variety of drinks. Study the model, then 
compose six dialogues. 

MODEL 

A What do you suggest ? 

B_ I suggest a Martini. 


recommend 
| ia Coke. 


| 
| What do you 
| 


Exercise 3 


lannk jan orange juice. 
have 
order - 


a Whiskey Sour. 
Bourbon on the rocks’. 


usually 


eels 


4rocks — ice 


There are also taverns which serve only beer and wine. Beer can be 
ordered in different ways. There are no legal measures but draft beer is 
generally served by the glass, the smatlest measure; the schooner, a 
larger measure; and the pitcher, the largest quantity. You can also order 
bottled beer. 

Study the model, then compose dialogues from the boxes below. 
MODEL 

A What will you have? 

B_ I’m pretty thirsty, so I'll have a schooner. 


Tl 
| | suggest ls Martini. | 
| 


A B 
i i ] 
| | will you have ? pretty | | a schooner. 
i i will it be ? 5 5 | a glass of beer. 
| 5 | ‘0 Til have 3 
wa ."s yours ? Heh USE ! two bottles of beer. 
| Bass é | mot very 


; would you like ? 
i 


la pitcher with one glass. 
if 


sre la pitcher with four glasses. 
There are four of us. I’d like | 4 pitcher of dark beer. 


| | 


IF Q Westerville os 
er Soa ee Ay - 
4 * 
a See 
/ CENTRAL ce 
3 
Stache’s, Columbus, OH 11/9/88 
3 
D) 1 fe} ; 
! UBLIN-GRANVILLE T nu. Soe 5 
i (3 ° () Cy 
Ro | 3 (si) Worthington (161) 2 (161) 
38 k 
{333 Columbus, Ohio — I kinda like it. Clean, comfortable 
city, and they have Gauntlet at the airport. Anyway, I 
\ was cruising up High Street, half wondering who was = 
é playing at Stache’s. I saw the marquee and hit the brakes 
Se \a0 en ‘a — Half Japanese! Popped inside to double check, and : \a = f 
[we oN was pleased as punch to see Yo La Tengo also on the bill. is’ = 1 4 
\ So os ! 2 
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Stache’s is a homey, cozy place, but the crowd was pretty 
thin — maybe 40 people, including employees and band rs 
members. (Don’t know if it had anything to do with the G 
fact Devo was playing elsewhere the same night.) Yo La 
Tengo told me they’re looking for a new bass player, so it 
was just Ira and Georgia strummin’ and a drummin’ 
Just about all covers, or at least I didn’t recognize any of 
the songs — of course I didn’t recognize the tune by 
Christmas that they covered either. But they did do 


| 
Ohic about the only version of "Palisades Park" that I’ver ever 
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TRABUE RO ag \ A, y Jad Fair came on in no time, with yet another band. Jad 
“Ss Greadviey has got to be one of the greatest lyricists around, and he’s 

2. “ Hts. about the only guy I can think of who can sing a song like 

5 Sex At Your Parents’ House” (a David Fair tune, 

actually) and not come off as being a total dick. And 

\ 679) what guitar solos. Don’t know of anyone who’s quite 


mastered his instrument the way Jad has. But, to make a 
long story short, 1/2 Jap didn’t leave me gasping for 
breath the way they did the last time I saw them, but it 
< was a fine show. 


Saw an hour and a half of Half Japanese, left the club 
) e with some hard-to-find Iridescence albums under my arm 
(finally got a copy of Everyone Knew...But Me with 
"Monster Island," one of my all-time favorites), and made 


aa it to bed by 1 a.m. Top that! 
-—— Abaine | i 
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More Liveage! 


SOME D.J. 
Wurlizter’s, Piss-Cat-Away, NJ 11/19/88 


Went up to Wurlizter’s in a desperate ploy to act like a 
normal human being. The place is a yuppie bar that 
plays mostly 50’s and 60’s music — two wasted decades, if 
there ever were any. If it hadn’t been Sharon's birthday, 
I never would have gone. I was hoping we could all just 
sit and get plastered, but of course the women had other 
ideas. Luckily, I was wearing my purple dancing shirt, so 
I was O.K. If you haven’t danced to the music from 
Grease, you just haven’t lived. Woah. 


FLIGHT 151 
The Friendly Skies 12/12/88 


The flight in to Denver was pretty much a bust. The 
takeoff was the smoothest I’ve ever experienced, though, 
as I didn’t even know we were off the ground until I 
noticed the lights of beautiful Newark twinkling below. 
Also racked up some decent frequent flier mileage, but as 
I'd been at 0 miles to start, I'll probably have enough 
points for a free trip by the time I’m 65. But there was 
no movie, and the gorgeous blonde that was supposed to 
squeeze between me and Grandma (at least she was old 
enough to be a grandma) somehow failed to materialize. 
My stomach already hurt by the time mealtime came 
around, but the food wasn’t exactly appetizing. The 
salad was decent, with diced zucchini and a nice honey 
French dressing, and the roll looked pretty good until I 
discovered the caraway seeds. but the chicken was pretty 
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tough to find beneath the quantities of sludgy barbecue 
sauce, the rice was mushy, and the mixed vegetables all 
tasted like lima beans (although there were none of those 
in sight). So I dozed a little, and read Newsweek cover 
to cover (except for the business section). I did manage to 
catch the new Kim Wilde song when it came around three 
times though. 


WILLIE BOBO & THE MEATBOYS 
Court Tavern, New Brunswick, NJ 12/22/88 


Trekked up to New Brunswick to see the Stripminers 
with Chicken Scratch. Parked the car, and noticed a half 
dozen people in leather jackets loitering about. Well, 
maybe the show hadn’t started yet. I went in, and they 
asked for ID, but no money. Strange, I thought to myself, 
and headed on in. The front room of the Court Tavern is 
a teeny little place, and there was this band stuffed 
unceremoniously into a corner by the end of the bar. 
Hmmm. They sure didn’t sound like either of the two 
bands I came to see. Maybe just an opening band. So, I 
just leaned there against the cigarette machine watching 
these long-haired hippie types groove to the band. 
Periodically, they passed around this pitcher, and people 
stuffed dollar bills inside. Well, it wasn’t just the 
opening band, it was the one and only band. I asked the 
guy at the door what was up. He said something about 
van trouble, or some such. “But what about these guys, 
Willie Bobo and the Meatboys, pretty good huh?” Well, 
Meatmusic proved to be an eclectic sort of rock, maybe a 
bit like Steely Dan. Somehow, I just wasn’t in the mood, 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Testament (video) 
(RRRecords/Atavistic) 


I’m not up on my alternative videos, 

beginning to end. Testament encompass 
sophistication, and from what I understan 
the Atavistic live videos. One problem 


labeled, and you'll find yourself wonder 
launch into it... 


Illusion Of Safety kick things off with some riveting violence and industrial 
destruction. Stan Brakhage’s "Fine Loop" sets watercolor stills in motion, and the 
brilliance of the flickering colors holds interest for the duration of the short piece. 
Now comes the tricky part, as we get the first couple of minutes of the Entropy video 
— simple grey tones with some kind of weird image processing that makes this 
pattern of little black bars all over everything. 

0 aE " 


We didn’t have a 


‘d sit and watch them anyway, and occasionally, if 


you could make out some hum 
‘ying to watch a TV that’s tot: 
and the blinkin’ horizontal just 


you really used your imagination, 
Process video, however, is like tr 
sound is fried, all you get is static, 


but looks 
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superimposed i Entropy Piece, with inteng, ewe 
metal, ete, see! 


wat ippi 
x ater dripping off of rusted 
t 


Next are two short works which are also visually arresting — Illusion Of Safety with 
" 

Suspended Man" and Sleep Chamber with "Iranian Secretary." Smegma’s video 

consists of real pictures, of some weirdo improv — pretty dull, in an artsy sort of 


A great TV interview clip with the Psyclones is up next, making Brian Ladd ae 
Julie Frith seem like quite a fun couple. "I think people will catch up) to er seal y 
do," says Brian. Then the Psyclones join up with Pacific 231 for pata a 
Rhythms," making me forget that I didn’t really care for that song on their 10 H 
ED 00 00a 8a a B S 
Testament ends with yet more IoS, a brief live performance from some TV show, 
probably on local cable with all of 13 people watching. Whether you're a fan of 
underground/industrial culture or think it sucks, I think you'll be captivated by 
Testament. 


; RRRecords, 151 Paige St., Lowell, MA 01852 
Atavistic has moved, and I hayen’t gotten the new catalog yet. 


Trade Bait 


Again, rather than attempt to write about all the ’zines I 
got since last time, these are the publications whose 
editors sent stuff for trade. 


Cubist Pop Manifesto #2, #3, #4— The ’zine that’s 
both crunchy and smooth. I have a bunch of good things 
to say about this one. Frank and Bri don’t take CPM 
too seriously, and they actually know a little about 
music, which is more than I can say about a lot of ‘zine 
editors. Great title, too. Best parts: Pac Man analysis in 
#2, free leaf in #3 — collect all ten species — I think I 
got a ginko. Issue #4 takes the art of the round table 
review to unprecedented heights. (40¢ and maybe a 
stamp or two, 3408 Juliet St., Pittsburgh, PA 15213) 


Factsheet 5 #28 — Here again, Mike gives the rundown 
on the latest ’zines, and as usual there’s something for 
everyone — punks, feminists, anarchists, sci-fi lovers, etc. 
More columns by other writers than ever before, and an 
expanded music review section as well. Plus a shitload of 
plugs for Mike’s new book How To Publish A Fanzine. 
(I use the Hofmann method myself.) ($2 ppd. c/o Mike 
Gunderloy, 6 Arizona Ave., Rensselaer, NY 12144) 


Flipside #57, #58 — 1 always enjoy leafing though 
Flipside, despite the numerous typos (they’re 
computerized over there, so how about a_ spelling 
checker?), and the fact that they’re constantly referencing 
these new West Coast bands that I’m not familiar with 
(Poison, Guns 'N’ Roses, etc.) Best part is the interviews, 
which actually have something to say — good ones in 
#57 included Operation Ivy and Frightwig, and the 
Ramones interview actually made Joey Ramone seem like 
a halfway intelligent guy. Haven’t read #58 yet, but it 
features D.R.I., Pussy Galore, Sonic Youth, Social 
Distortion, etc. ($1.50, Box 363, Whittier, CA 90608) 


Holocaust Future # 1 — Lo-tech zine (hand drawn stuff, 
poetry, and cut-up) with a dada-ist bent. I have nothing 
against this fanzine’s sense of the absurd, but nothing 
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here really hit home with me. But if Jeff gets some more 
*torz," who knows? (50¢, c/o Jeff Gregory, 3204 W. 
Chadwick Lane, Peoria, IL 61614) 


Ignorance And Apathy #1 — Above average punk- 
oriented ’zine with super layout. Some politics and beer 
reviews too. Say nothing MRR-type reviews are a minus, 
though, and there are a lot of pages in relation to the 
actual amount of information. I got this one because of 
the Penelope Houston interview. ($1, Box 161813, 
Sacramento, CA 95816) 


Low Life # 14 — Glen tends to cover a lot of the same 
bands over and over: Psycodrama (ha, I spelled it right 
this time), Costes/Suckdog, Medicine Suite, ete. And 
sculptures of dead animals might be innovative, but who 
cares, y’know? Still, I really like Low Life a lot. One of 
the best music pubs around, and there’s a lot more than 
just music. Great visual appeal and graphics are another 
definite plus. After reading Low Life, you might feel as 
though you’ve just crawled around in a cesspool, but I 
can’t think of many ’zines I like better. (No price listed, 
Box 8213, Atlanta, GA 30306-0213) 


Too Far #6 — Another issue of this sensible, but 
thought-provoking feminist ‘zine. And Too Far is as 
well-written as it is poignant. Number 6 contains an 
article on footbinding (past and present), and several 
excellent first-person pieces, as well as an articulate 
interview with the vocalist from Soulside. Really nice 
work here. (75¢ ppd. c/o Adrienne, 3815 San Pablo #7, 
Emeryville, CA 94608) 


Vicious Hippies From Panda Hell #4 — This cute lil’ 
fanzine is back with interviews with Girl Trouble, 
Snakepit, and the Roofdogs. John seems to like 60’s- 
sounding groups, which I suppose is O.K., since this is 
turning out to be a sort of all-folk rock issue. Cool 
automotive tips, too. (Send stamps. Box 115, 2718 SW 
Kelly, Suite C, Portland, OR 97201) 
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Pretty Music...Ugly Music 


*** RECORD OF THE ISSUE **#* 


HORVITZ/MORRIS/PREVITE 
Todos Santos 
(Sound Aspects) 


Pianist Wayne Horvitz and drummer Robert Previte are a 
Their 
output has been as experimental as Horvitz’ Dinner At 
Eight or Previte’s Dull Bang, Gushing Sound, Human 
Shriek (both on Dossier) or as traditional as Voodoo, their 
tribute to bebop pianist Sonny Clark (along with John Zorn 
and Ray Drummond, on Black Saint). Cornet player Butch 
Morris has recorded with such notables as Tom Cora, Zeena 
Parkins, Thurman Barker, and Christian Marclay. 


pair of musicians who are impossible to pin down. 


As a trio, 1987’s Nine Below Zero was sparse, very 
minimalist jazz — like an avant garde version of Miles 
Davis’ classic In A Silent Way. Instead of the icy coldness 
of NBZ, their latest release, Todos Santos, has a slightly 
warmer texture. The compositions, all written by Robin 
Holcomb as a score for a play, range from the smooth 
richness of "Cheyenne" (thanks to guest sax player Doug 
Weiselman) to the muted chaos of "The Road To Zamora.” 
And “Your Palm On The Window Drawing” is a pretty 
ballad that Bela Bartok might have enjoyed. If that 
weren't enough, this fine LP also features the unmistakable 
guitar sound of Bill Frisell, and samples "donated" by 
Louis Armstrong. Convinced yet? 


(Sound Aspects, Postfach 1150, West 


Germany) 


7150 Backnang, 


*** TAPE OF THE ISSUE *#* 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Woundz Never Heal Vols. 1 & 2 (cassette) 
(Harsh Reality) 


This two-tape comp is an excellent tour of the vast sub- 
underground musical territory, featuring artists which may 
have slipped by even the attentive music devotee. As you 
might expect from Harsh Reality, much of the music on 
Woundz Never Heal is electronics based — for instance, 
the Mental Anguish piece with its textural synthesizers, 
lazy beat, and whispered lyrics, "You've got to crawl before 
you can walk..." But other bands go for a more rock- 
oriented approach, as Viktimized Karcass add driving 
Percussion and guitars along with the synths. To give you 
somewhat of any idea of the breadth of this package, 
Canada’s Darren Copeland combines the sounds of whirring 
machinery with almost marimba-sounding electronics, while 
Italy’s Joe Carnation counters with a tune which sounds 
like a cross between New Order and X-ray Pop. While 
some artists (Die Rache, Pop Druids) were completely new 
to me, other more familiar artists show sides I hadn’t seen 
before — F/i go with a guitarless industrial piece, If Bwana 
delivers some aggressive collage work, and Dog As Master 
shows a surprisingly subtle side of his work. Finally, the 
three dozen acts include such "known" acts as Minoy, Arms 
Of Someone New, John Wiggins, Cephalic Index, and Randy 
Grief. Woundz is probably the best cassette sampler I’ve 
heard to date. 


(Harsh Reality, c/o Chris Phinney, Box 241661, Memphis, 
TN 38124) 


A SCANNER DARKLY 
This Is The Way 
(Sub Rosa) 


I was captivated by this Boston band (ex-Primitive, 
Romance) when I saw them some time ago. Their dark 
music was complemented superbly by the films — grainy, 
very indistinct black and white images that transformed 
into something else just when you were about to recognize 
them. So I didn’t balk at paying the high price for this 
import-only LP. I’m sad to report that I’m not nearly as 
taken by A Scanner Darkly’s first record as I was with 
their performance that night at the Rat. The first three 
songs on This Is The Way are just oppressively sluggish 
and gloomy. You’ve gotta be a super-dirge fan to get into 
this stuff. The Scanners redeem themselves somewhat 
with a couple of hypnotic tracks, "Take It All Away,” 
with it’s atmospheric guitar sound, and "Burn Baby 
Burn," with a sinuous dance groove that feels a bit like 
Saqqara Dogs. The rest of the LP is O.K., but not as 
original-sounding as I’d remembered the band. If 
Bauhaus, Holy Cow, and Sisters of Mercy are your bag, 
you might want to add A Scanner Darkly to your 
shopping list. (Sub Rosa, Box 808, CM 1000, Brussels, 
Belgium) 


BIG DIPPER 
Craps 
(Homestead) 


If you’re like me, bands usually have to hit you over the 
head to make you notice ’em. So it may take two or three 


listens for you to see how strong songs like "The Insane 
Girl” or "Stardom Because” really ‘are. Craps also 
contains a reworked version of a pre-Orange Years ’Suns 
tune, "A Song to Be Beautiful.” Still, the Dipper haven’t 
managed to top Boo-Boo, and it may take another two or 
three listens before those ballads even begin to seep in... 
(Homestead, Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 11570) 


BIKERMUTT 
Ugly City 
(C&O) 


Not as all over the place as Jim Hofmann’s solo cassette, 
but Ugly City ain’t your average listening material 
(unless you’re pretty goddamn weird). The East side of 
this thing really isn’t my can of worms. Think of it as 
acid folk, if you will, or maybe the Deadbeats gone 
rancid. Actually, I did like some of it. I could quote 
from “Assholes Of The World,” but I don’t want to spoil 
the punchlines (stuff about Ed Meese and Nancy Reagan), 
and I like the way the simple speed changes on “Blind 
Man, Drunk Man” alter the listener’s perception of time 
and space. But “Nothin’ Happened” is basically a drug- 
infested jam that I could do without. The West side is 
more song-oriented, well sort of. "PA Whiskey & Beer" 
has to be one of the best road/travel songs ever (rural 
America, dirty back roads, dusty saloons, etc.) and “The 
Love Slide” has a head-in-the-clouds Spacemen 3 sort of 
sound. “Air Traffic Control” sounds like exactly that. Is 
Bikermutt fun to listen to? Maybe. Am I glad I own 
this? Definitely. (C&O, Box 1023, Baltimore, MD 21203) 


CHICKEN SCRATCH 
Pass The Porcupine 
(Comm 3) 


"Moon Crawl” is easygoing folk rock, but most of the 
songs on this fine LP have the funny angles of Agit Pop, 
the jamming rockiness of Phantom Tollbooth, and the 
60’s influence of those Shimmy bands. But these 
Jerseyites also maintain a cohesiveness that all of the 
above often lack. And for better or for worse, the vocals 
sound kinda like Ed Crawford from Firehose. With their 
artsy aggression, Chicken Scratch don’t always sink in 
easy, but they sink in deep. (Comm 3, 416 East 13th St., 
NY, NY 10009) 


CHILLS 
Brave Words (CD) 
(Homestead) 


I’ve been stubbornly resisting all Flying Nun stuff ever 
since Byron Coley began raving about all those 7" I could 
never find in the stores, so “Pink Frost” was about the 
only Chills tune I knew before I picked up this CD for 
$8.99 at the Harvard Coop. Anyway, Brave Words is 
folk rock (sorry to use that term) with subtle power and 
an almost Celtic feel. Love the repetitive guitar 
strumming on one chord that approaches a drone. Love 
the piano, especially on "Dark Carnival” where I could 
almost swear it was a hammered dulcimer. Hate the few 
songs where the organ dominates, but I can always 
program around those tracks. Ha Ha. But who would’ve 
believed that a song as downright pretty as "House With 
100 Rooms" would wind up on Homestead? (Homestead, 
Box 800, Rockville Otr., NY 11570) 


CRYSTALIZED MOVEMENTS 
Dog... Tree...Satellite Sears 
(Forced Exposure) 


Similar to Husker Du but more melodic and quirky. The 
high-pitched vocals put me off at first, but the spastic 
guitar thrashing made me forget them. (Forced Exposure, 
Box 1611, Waltham, MA 02254) —Dave Lechtenberg 


DANIELLE DAX 
Dark Adapted Eye 
(Sire) 


If you haven’t previously gotten acquainted with this 
woman of a dozen voices (I always figured that if 
Diamanda Galas made pop records, the result would be 
Danielle Dax), and almost as many instruments, here’s 
your shot. On Dark Adapted Eye, Sire has assembled a 
lot of import-only stuff (mostly 12" material?) for Dax’s 
first domestic release. Material ranges from the exotic 
dance music of "Yummer Yummer Man” or "Cat-House” 
to the strange Eastern/C&W blend (sitar plus acoustic gtr 
strumming) on songs like “Inky Bloaters." Then again, 
there’s the totally hokey "Bad Miss M." Dax’s voice can 
get a bit too whiny for me ("Big Hollow Man") and 
sometimes her stuff can fall into the annoying-but-catchy 
category ("Flashback"), but songs like "Fizzing Human 
Bomb" have at least as much allure as Ofra Haza. Add it 
all up, and you’ve got a very unique artist. (Plus, she’s 
pretty gorgeous without all that paint all over her face) 


[Lots of additional stuff on the CD, or so they tell me.] 


DINOSAUR JR. 
Bug 
(SST) 


Lately, ve been measuring bands by how much they 
sound like the yelp ’n’ roar of Dinosaur J.R. Now I’m in 


a bit of a quandary, as Bug doesn’t exactly measure up to 
the standards set by Dino Junior’s earlier efforts. Most of 
the songs on this long-awaited LP only rate a "pretty 
good,” and “Don’t” is a real solo and grunge nightmare. 
Bug’s not a total loss though, as "Budge" and “Yeah We 
Know” are a little bit of heaven. And I suppose J. Mascis 
is still about as good a guitar hero as any. But, man, 
aren’t those SST album covers getting uglier and uglier? 
(SST, Box 1, Lawndale, CA 90260) 


ERL 
"Creepin’ Mujetderreh” (7") 
(ERL) 


"Pig farmers from Schaghticoke," wrote The Buzz. 
Yeah, right. Nightmarish, improvised noise with 
convoluted guitar solos and incoherent blabbering had me 
positively baffled at first. The second time through, the 
writing morass that is side two started sticking pretty 
good. Who knows, maybe this is actually the single of 
the year. At any rate, it took guts to put this on wax. 
(ERL, 418 Madison Ave., Albany, NY 12210) 


F/i 
Space Mantra 
(RRRecords) 


The music of F/i is best listened to loud. Check out 
"Just To Get Us Off,” where the guitars bleed all over the 
place, filling the room with sound, on top of a persistent 
synth howl. As a whole, however, Space Mantra is a lot 
spacier and less guitar-oriented then their previous RRR 
efforts. When it works, as on the album’s title cut, the 
result is satisfying, but the laid back synth and acoustic 
guitar of "Sandra Smiles" and "And So It Goes (Danse 
Macabre)” is best left for Pink Floyd fans, and "Tropic 
ofr Capricorn” is your standard power electronics fare. 
Not a classic F/i work, but I’m not too worried yet. 
(RRRecords, 151 Paige St., Lowell, MA 01852) 


STEVE FISK 
One More Valley (cassette) 
(K) 


More convoluted fun from the mix-up man, Steve Fisk. 
Actually this one has more “real” songs than his previous 
tape. The title song is an all-out extravaganza with the 
Cocteau Twins providing part of the rhythm track and 
Ian Curtis singing "I remember” in the background. This 
tape also includes the piece from SubPop 100 and 
outtakes from his 448 Deathless Days album. (K, Box 
7154, Olympia, WA 98507) —Dave Lechtenberg 


FUGAZI 
Fugazi (EP) 
(Dischord) 


I suppose Fugazi are the talk of the punk world these 
days, and one would expect to see Rites Of Spring and Ian 
MacKaye thrown about in such a review. But anyway, 
Fugazi go about their business with an economy of 
motion. There are no flashy drum fills or guitar solos, 
just the bare basics. Excellent sound, too, leading one to 
wonder how far away Dischord CD’s could be. “Give Me 
The Cure” is a great song that winds tighter and tighter 
as it goes along, and this EP is not a bad record, but so 
far Fugazi have nowhere near the magic of the first Honor 
Role LP. (Dischord, 3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, 
DC 20007) 


GIRL TROUBLE 
Hit It Or Quit It 
(K/Sub Pop) 


After the "Tarantula” 45, I was expecting a first-round 
knockout from this one. I didn’t quite get it, but this 
rec’s sure growing on me. Girl Trouble have growly 
vocals, lean ’n’ hungry guitar, blues/rockabilly bass runs, 
and stripped-down drumming. “River Bed" is lonely 
cowboy music, and "Hot Monkey Love” has the rev it up 
& go of the U-Men (albeit with a somewhat smaller 
engine), but mostly I think of early Gun Club. Still, a 
whole LP’s worth of retro rock is a little to much for me, 
even from a first-class outfit such as Girl Trouble. Nah, I 
take that back — side two just ain’t quite as good. (K, 
Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507 and Sub Pop, Box 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


GO-BETWEENS 
16 Lovers Lane 
(Beggars Banquet /Capitol) 


I can’t say that the Go-Betweens have lost their edge, 
‘cause they haven’t had much edge to lose in a long time. 
But somehow, the songs on 16 Lovers Lane seem 
shallower than those on Tallulah. At any rate, this 
album doesn’t make joy well up deep inside me the way 
the last one did (and that’s no easy task). Still, there are 
a couple of great songs on 16 Lovers Lane, and side two 
again shows how the addition of Amanda Brown 
revitalized the band — the great dual vocals on "Streets 
Of Your Town" (close to a perfect pop song) or the violin 
on "Was There Anything I Could Do?" I can’t think of 
an instrument than can wreck an LP like the violin, but 
there are exceptions to every rule. (And there’s even oboe 
and harmonica too!) Definitely way under par for these 
Aussies, but good enough to keep me occupied until the 
next record comes out. 


GO TEAM 
Archer Come Sparrow (cassette) 
(K) 


This cassette is a side-project of Calvin Johnson from 
Beat Happening, featuring many of his friends at K 
headquarters. With the many people contributing, the 
music is more varied than Beat Happening but always 
remains nice and simple. Even the instrumental titled 
"Three Guitars, Open Fire" is contrarily light. Some of 
the lyrical songs are more forceful. The excellent “Pledge 
of Allegiance” is very Talking Heads-ish in execution. 
The closing instrumental is reminiscent of the Feelies but 
is consciously more subdued and mellow. Overall, very 
effective music. (K, Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507) 
—Dave Lechtenberg 


GUM 
Vinyl 
(no label) 


Once upon a time, for some reason I can’t recall, I 
happened upon a copy of Run-DMC’s "My Adidas” single. 
I plopped the thing on the turntable and grooved along 
with it for a good ten minutes before I looked up and saw 
that the needle had progressed a whole 1/4-inch before 
bumping around endlessly in a self-made locked groove. 
Well, that’s the idea behind Gum, although this duo does 
it a lot more skillfully. All sounds on this album are 
generated from other records, looped, layered upon one 
another, or played straight. When looped, the recorded 
material used on Vinyl often takes on a life of its own — 
a choir becomes a chanting mob, a brass section turns 


into a fog horn, and industrial sounds become crashing 
waves. At times this record is very hypnotic, very 
beautiful, and at others, noisy and chaotic (imagine a 
torrent of stones hailing down onto rusted-out cars in a 
junk yard). Though a few short parts on side one are a 
bit static, I wholeheartedly recommend this LP to anyone 
who’s ever marvelled at the sheer spectacle of sound. 
(Gum, Box 267X, GPO Melbourne, Victoria 3001, 
Australia) 


HALO OF FLIES 
"No Time” b/w "You Get Nothing” (7") 
(Amphetamine Reptile) 


This is one of those funny little records with the big hole 
in the middle. A-side comes out of the Garage via the 
Birthday Party. It’s like cruising in a ’68 Barracuda — 
power to spare, but a threat to fly apart at any minute. 
B-side has a lot more bluster than the Lyres can ever 
manage to wax, but its teeth are too dull to do any real 
damage. One out of two ain’t bad...in this case. Maybe 
if they would press more than 800 copies of their records, 
they wouldn’t be such a secret. (Amphetamine Reptile, 
2636 Lyndale Ave. S. #4, Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


GALEN HEROD 
Bite The Wax Tadpole (cassette) 
(no label) 


There’s nothing really alternative about this tape. (So 
what. I hate that word anyway.) This one-man project 
reminds me of They Might Be Giants or LMNOP, though 
not as novelty-oriented as the former or as toy-like as the 
latter. Tadpole has a bunch of songs with pretty 
melodies and harmonies, and surprisingly sophisticated 
instrumentation — harmonica, piano, and slide guitar are 
integral parts of the music rather than "Hey, we can play 
this too." To quote a song title, a lot of the songs are too 
"Happy & Nice", and not everything has as much hit 
potential as "Young Giant On The Freeway" or "Rock & 
Roll With Julie,” but the guy can write a pop song. 
(Galen Herod, 2969 N. 19th Ave. 743, Phoenix, AZ 
85015) 


HATERS 
Wind Licked Dirt 
(RRRecords) 


Ron got me back for writing all those mean things about 
him last issue. The sneaky bastard sold me a bag of sand 
for six bucks... (RRRecords, 151 Paige St., Lowell, MA 
01852) 


HUNTING LODGE 
The Harvest (cassette) 
(Triple-X) 


Given the success, or at least wide-spread distribution, of 
Hunting Lodge’s most recent album (even available on 
compact disk!) 8-Ball, there is likely to be renewed 
interest in their previous releases. This cassette is a good 
representation of their early work performed live in 
various venues in Chicago, Detroit, and others. It 
includes several pieces from the album Nomad Souls, as 
well as their fantastic single "Tribal Warning Shot” (here 
simply called "Tribal Warning"). Fans of 8-Ball may be 
surprised at HL’s early sound, since it lacks the 
distinctive guitar present on 8-Ball; most of this is great 
percussion and synth work. The quality is, for the most 
part, surprisingly good. The mixes are clean, and 
everything is audible. A great collection of a great band. 
(Triple-X, Box 1060, Allston, MA 02134) —Mason Jones 


| 
| 


DAN JOSEPH 
No. 3 (cassette) 
(Sound Of Pig) 


On side one of this cassette, Dan Joseph comes up with 
some superb found sound and ambience that shrouds the 
listener with an industrial mistiness. This stuff should be 
enjoyed by those who liked Dry Lungs IJ. Parts of it 
also have an ominous feeling that reminds me of some of 
Cindytalk’s more textural pieces. Side two contains more 
recognizable clips, actual percussion, and some semblance 
of melody in parts — a bit like Michael Shrieve. Though 
it covers no new ground, No. 3 is a job very well done. 
(Sound Of Pig, 28 Bellingham Lane, Great Neck, NY 
11023) 


LOOP 
The World In Your Eyes 
(Head) 


Layers of psychedelic gtr feedback and distortion over 
and over. Loop might remind one a little of early Jesus & 
Mary Chain without the Beach Boys melodies, or else a 
one-dimensional Spacemen 3. (He hears one Spacemen 
album and suddenly is an expert on the band.) When it 
works, it really works, as on the instrumental “Burning 
World,” which is repetition of epic proportions a la Neu. 
When they don’t get the formula right (which they 
usually don’t), I just can’t get into the groove. (Head, c/o 
Gil, 35B Ardgowan Rd., Catford, London SE6) 


E. LUNDE 
Aztalan/Camp Douglas Quadrangle (7") 
(RRRecords) 


This record is a document of a couple of performance art 
projects which consisted of sound, maps, and video. This 
single functions as a sort of sonic topography of the 
Aztalan burial ground and Camp Douglas Quadrangle in 
Wisconsin. I don’t really grasp the goals of this project, 
and accompanying text is downright impenetrable (read: 
Art with a capital "A"). But the its fun to leaf through 
the neat booklet, while the stylus buzzes and shrieks its 
way over the vinyl terrain. (RRRecords, 151 Paige St., 
Lowell, MA 01852) 


MASS TANGO 
Mass Tango 
(Ohio) 


Yet another NY/NJ-area band that wishes they were 
south of the Mason-Dixon line. This kind of slop makes 
me wish the dB’s had stayed put instead of bringing all 
that stuff up here. I suppose the music itself is tolerable, 
but then again, Jason & The Scorchers are tolerable and I 
wouldn’t buy one of their records out of the $1 dollar 
bargain bin. What really made reviewing this LP a chore 
is Ken Cushman’s flat vocal style. It wouldn’t surprise 
me if the guy were tone deaf. If you must listen to this 
sort of stuff, go with the Silos’ second LP (or Woodpecker, 
for that matter). Mass Tango are almost as bad as 
Timbuk 3. (Ohio, c/o Arktype, 154 E 7th St., NY, NY 
10009) 


MENTAL ANGUISH & NOMUZIC 
Po Boyz (cassette) 
(Harsh Reality /Audiofile) 


The -problem with casaéttes. (or Gne-of them) is that is 
costs no money to put them out. That means even artists 
capable of greatness put out some less than top-shelf 
releases. Po Boyz has average electronic noodling (“The 


Sun Does Shine"), tepid electropop ("Such A Disgrace"), 
and cutesy games played with the Mexican Hat Dance 
("Hayaa-Hayaa"). But fortunately the duo comes through 
with some winners. Nice synth work is found on "Gruh’s 
Barby-Q’d Coon,” which has a real spatial feel (like 
standing in the midst of a grand cathedral), and "Go To 
Sleep, It’s Late” is as peaceful and nocturnal as the name 
suggests. Special guest Roger Moneymaker (of Viktimized 
Karcass) adds a lot to this cassette, as gently twisting 
guitar lines give “Pigs In The Barnyard” a shimmering, 
almost Eastern flavor (so why’d they call it that), and 
“Jumpin’ Off The Wall" is F/i-style space rock. Overall, 
a listenable tape. (Harsh Reality, c/o Chris Phinney, Box 
241661, Memphis, TN 38124 and Audiofile, c/o Carl 
Howard, 209-25 18th Ave., Bayside, NY 11360) 


MINISTRY 
The Land Of Rape And Honey 
(Sire) 


I'm getting bored to the teeth with industrial dance 
music, so I was reluctant to buy this. But being a 
longtime Ministry fan, I bit — and I’m glad I did. Rape 
And Honey is rock solid, super intense, and a lot more 
guitar-oriented than Twitch. There’s enough variety to 
keep one from getting bored, too. Title cut has that 
fascist militaristic sound, "Golden Dawn" is a bit like 
latter-day PiL (minus the Johnny Lydon vox), and 
“Flashback” has distorted Skinny Puppyish singing and a 
simple go-for-the-throat approach. And “The Missing” 
and "Deity" kick butt over Pailhead, Ian MacKaye or 
not. 


MORPHOGENESIS 
MG2 (cassette) 


(Generations Unlimited) 


This cassette doesn’t have as many on-edge sections as 
their last one, so it attaches itself closer to the brain 
stem, but again Morphogenesis work with sound the way 
a baker works with dough. Sculpt it, mold it, roll it, 
shape it. Compositions by this English group do not have 
any real musical structure, but are more like aural trains 
of thought. Morphogenesis use tape and electronics, but 
it’s more like all sorts of sounds just materialize out of 
nowhere, do their thing, and disappear, like a passing 
mental image. But despite the lack of any formalism, one 
doesn’t get the feeling that they just keep going until 
they’re out of tape. These sounds take on a life of their 
own. (Generations Unlimited, 199 Strathmore #5, 
Brighton, MA 02135) 


PBK 
Die Brticke (cassette) 
(no label) 


On each of the tracks on Die Briicke, PBK captures a 
mood and holds it, with little sense of development. 
Whether that’s good or bad, I’ll leave up to you. This 
cassette is titled after a movement in German 
expressionist painting, but I don’t really get the 
connection. Painters like Kirchner and Nolde used garish 
colors, a flattened sense of space, and figures with 
distorted, mask-like features. PBK’s tape has the feelings 
of cold, stark alienation that seem more like Kiefer, a 
contemporary artist (though also German). “Sturm”, 
taken from the name of a Berlin magazine and gallery, is 
probably my favorite, sounding a bit like Coil’s "How To 
Destroy Angels,” with synth rumblings thrown over the 
top. (PBK, 115 West 33rd, San Bernardino, CA 92405) 


DAVID PRESCOTT 
The Last Battle (cassette) 
(Generations Unlimited) 


Prescott’s music can sometimes be on the monochromatic 
side, but side one of The Last Battle is a bit more 
dynamic. "Each Other” leans both toward the past and 
toward the future, as Prescott tempts us with something 
familiar — Tangerine Dream-type synths or church bell 
sounds — and then pulls away again into an amorphous, 
centerless realm. This is great headphone music too, with 
distant helicopter sounds growing louder and louder until 
the sound whines like a pneumatic drill inside your head. 
The composition on side two, "Slow Circular 
Development,” sounds like a disorganized series of 
bubbling and churning noises, until you begin to discern 
the pattern. A faint shirring sound creeps forward until 
it takes over the foreground as a raging thunderstorm, 
before fading back into the music. Well, it doesn’t so 
much fade into the music, as much as transform itself 
until it becomes the music. And that’s what slow 
circular development is all about. I just wish it wasn’t 
always so slow. (Generations Unlimited, 199 Strathmore 
#5, Brighton, MA 02135) 


PSYCHO TRIBE 
Wendy, I’m Home (EP) 
(Pop) 


Psycho Tribe’s strong points are a great, upfront drum 
sound and mobile (and sometimes funky) basslines. At 
their best, as on "A Sin is Sung" and "Tom Tom Sex,” 
these Floridians dish out some excellent garage/punk. 
“Religion or Money” is on par with middle-grade 
Screaming Tribesmen, and the others descend from there. 
Wendy, I’m Home is by no means a complete record, but 
it does show that Psycho Tribe have a promising future. 
(Pop, Box 108, Tampa, FL 33601) 


SCRAWL 
He’s Drunk 
(Rough Trade) 


Live and on vinyl, Scrawl might as well be two different 
bands. On record, the band comes off as somewhat 
folksy, but still aggressive, with atypical melodies. On 
stage, they’re tempestuous, cathartic, and on the attack. 
(And I give in, on plastic, Scrawl do have a passing 
resemblance to Salem 66, but I’ve seen the Salems over 
half a dozen times and three different lineups, and they 
could never outrock Das Damen the way I’ve seen these 
three women from Columbus.) With all the interest 
generated by the first album, you’d think someone 
could’ve coughed up a couple hundred bucks for some 
decent production, but He’s Drunk doesn’t sound much 
better than Plus Also Too. Take "Green Beer” for 
example. The power and expression of the vocals come 
across, but the instruments are lagging way behind. 
Where in God’s name are the guitars? Where are the 
drums? But despite its glaring flaws, He’s Drunk could 
easily have been record of the issue. Witness the subtle 
but devastating tension of “For Your Sister,” or the 
dynamic vocal interplay between Sue Harshe and Marcy 
Mays on "Breaker Breaker." And anyone who can sound 
that anguished singing about shopping malls ("Let It All 
Hang Out”) is worth keeping both ears open for. LP #3 
should be a real killer. (Rough Trade, 326 Sixth St., S.F., 
CA 94103) 


17 PYGMIES 
Welcome 
(Great Jones/Island) 


After the first five minutes of this record, I was ready to 
put this in the sell-back pile. Welcome is a concept 
album about some sort of sordid Underworld carnival — 
almost a musical, with songs and dramatic spoken word. 
The first side of this LP ends up being a theatric and 
overblown affair that bears very little resemblance to 
previous 17 Pygmies releases. Luckily, the Pygs get down 
to business on side two, weaving wistful dreamscapes on 
the order of Human Flesh or This Mortal Coil. I guess it 
was worth the $1.99 I paid for it. 


SINK MANHATTAN 
Bleakhouse 
(No Age) 


For fans of the metal percussion crowd, this album, 
though short, should fit the bill. Consisting of a 
drummer, two _ bassists, and a vocalist /metal- 
percussionist, Sink Manhattan create a lot of good, 
structured noise. With an emphasis on rhythm and 
shouted vocals, they’re powerful and cathartic. Even 
includes an almost-recognizable version of “Come 
Together." What more can you ask for? Absolutely 
recommended. (No Age, Box 54214, Philadelphia, PA 
54214) —Mason Jones 


[Yeah, as if we needed more Beatles covers... —ed.| 


SISTER RAY 
"Purgatory" (7") 
(Forced Exposure) 


I suppose one could say that Sister Ray are like taking 
the Who, Led Zep, and the Stones, and bringing ’em into 
the modern age, but taking said classic rockers back to 
the stone age is more like it. This 45 has some decent. 
guitarwork over a primitive guitar blur. If the 
production were a little better, this single might be pretty 
fierce. Interesting sleeve, too. [No, I don’t really like 7”. 
I just buy them so that people will think I’m cool.| 
(Forced Exposure, Box 1611, Waltham, MA 02254) 


SKIN YARD 
Hallowed Ground 
(Toxic Shock) 


I haven’t heard any of this band’s previous output, other 
than the "Gelatin Babies” single on their own C/Z label, 
but I'd venture a guess and say they’ve grown since then. 
Skin Yard mix punk and 70’s progressive rock and, at 
their best, do it quite well. "Stranger" and "Hallowed 
Ground" rock out in a Das Damen sort of mode, but 
frankly during the slow ones I can’t stop yawning. 
“Burn” is interminable metal dirge, and "Op 4” is better 
suited for Jeff Beck fans. Skin Yard are about two-thirds 
of the way there. (Toxic Shock, Box 43787, Tucson, AZ 
85733) 


SONIC YOUTH 
Daydream Nation (CD) 
(Blast First/Enigma) 


This 2LP/10D set is basically Sister part II, as Sonic 
Youth continue to grow less discordant. "Teen Age Riot” 
and "Hey Joni” are even melodic enough to become pop 
hits. The names even sound like pop hits. With 
Daydream Nation, Sonic Youth pull a Husker Du, 
treading water while everyone else catches up and 
overtakes them. Sonic Youth are still a good band, but 
they’re no longer an important band. 


SPACE JUNIORS 
Juniorville (EP) 
(Juniorville) 


This band from Australia has speed, power, and humor, 
sounding like a cross between Naked Raygun and the 
Hard-Ons. Juniorville contains seven songs that do their 
damage and go by in a blink. And the excellent 
production makes you think Ian Burgess went down under 
on his vacation. If the Juniors can come up with tunes 
that have a bit more staying power, and keep their fun 
lovin’ approach, look out. (Juniorville, Box 148, 
Broadway, NSW 2008, Australia) 


SPACEMEN 3 
The Perfect Prescription 
(Genius) 


I was expecting some bizarro drug-influenced shit, but 
this is a surprisingly easygoing album. Trippy, but closer 
to early Rain Parade than to Sid Barrett. Hazy vocals, 
violins, organs, and lots of stuff about drugs and Jesus. 
I’m not sure exactly what the big deal is. (Genius, Box 
481052, Los Angeles, CA 90048) 


STRIPMINERS 
Stripminers (EP) 
(Comm 3) 


The Stripminers have that raw, ragged power I used to 
think of when I thought of Homestead records. The 
Miners’ first EP has that unrefined roar of the first 
mighty (12") records by the likes of Volcano Suns, U-Men, 
Otto’s Chemical Lounge, or Nice Strong Arm. This sort 
of stuff is no longer novel in 1988 (witness Flower, 
Laughing Stock, etc.) but the knotted tension of “Last 
Time, Again” or "Barn Burning” is still A-Okay in my 
book. And "Sheep Killing Dogs” just goes full tilt, as the 
drums pummel you 'til you’re black & blue, but man do 
you feel great. A side note: the portion of this record 
with Wharton Tiers at the helm is not overproduced, but 
it is produced. I’m convinced (though I still haven’t seen 


them) that the best way is to just put ’em in a room and ~ 


let em rip. (Comm 3, 416 East 13th St., NY, NY 10009) 


SUCKDOG 
Pears and Plums (cassette) 
(no label) 


Yow, this tape really explores the boundaries 
of...um...something. If Pears wasn’t so goddamned 
different I'd probably tape over it. There’s lots of 
banging, screaming, and general noise (Lisa must be a 
pain to have around the house) and a fair amount of stuff 
that sounds like they forgot they had the tape recorder 
going. And buried amongst it all is maybe five or ten 
minutes that’s really brilliant. One thing’s for sure, and 
that’s Lisa didn’t spend much more time making this 
tape than it took me to listen to it. If I were into the 
concrete/sampling thing, I’d definitely use this tape. 
(Lisa Carver, Box 1491, Dover, NH 03820) 


SUCKDOG 
I Like Bulls...I Am A Bull! (cassette) 
(no label) % 


Some of this will make you laugh, some of it will make 
you hold your ears, and as usual, most of this will leave 
you going ???. Totally infantile cacophony that sounds 
like four six-year olds going wild in the kitchen with pots, 
pans, and Cool Whip tubs (and a piano) — except that 
the participants on this tape are a good deal older than 


that. Lots of giggling and squealing from Ms. Suckdog, 
and growling en Francais from whom I presume is that 
Costes character. Got a spare six bucks? (Lisa Carver, 
Box 1491, Dover, NH 03820) 


TOMBOYS 
Raggedy And Ready (cassette) 
(no label) 


This all-female band from L.A. plays inoffensive, but 
uninspired mainstream rock (except for the gospel-tinged 
"I Want To Go To Heaven 'Fore I Die.") The Tomboys 
just aren’t particularly strong in terms of singing or 
songwriting. There’s a nice drum sound to the tape, but 
that’s the only compliment I can think of. Plus it’s 
simply not very raggedy. (Tomboys, 6551 Kester Ave., 
Suite #7, Van Nuys, CA 91411) 


TREBLE KING 
Remember Jane Morgan (cassette) 
(Sound Of Pig) 


Remember Jane Morgan is an unpretentious little 
cassette, that’s a whole lot of fun. Nothing grandiose 
here — it sounds like it was recorded by a guy who went 
down to his basement studio one night to tinker around, 
and emerged some hours later with this cassette. Tapes 
and samples form the basis for Jane, but the Treble King 
(aka Mark E. Brooks) does more than just cut and paste. 
Sounds are looped imaginatively, and then run through 
what Brooks calls the effectomatic, which seems to slice 
things up, creating something akin to the video effect in 
which frames are dropped to make everything look a little 
herky-jerky. Simple repetition is used to come up with a 
wide selection of flavors. A/1 is a happy track that 
sounds like a mechanical organ grinder; A/2 doesn’t 
command the foreground, but serves to fill the space 
between your thoughts; A/3 is simple, but effective 
concrete; B/1 has some nice exotic undercurrents; B/2 is a 
bit clumsy, like a marionette taking its first steps; and 
B/3 is bopping synth-pop, for the dancing-est Sound Of 
Pig yet. (Sound Of Pig, 28 Bellingham Lane, Great Neck, 
NY 11023) 


USTAD 
Jury Of Peers (cassette) 
(J. S. Laboratories) 


As you may have picked up on by now, I have a real 
weakness for ambient music — maybe because it takes my 
usually hyperactive brain down a few levels — but the 
side-long title track is a fine example of the genre. “Jury 
Of Peers” seems to hit some fundamental frequency that 
vibrates some inner chord within me. Its shimmering 
richness reminds me a little of solo Bruce Gilbert or 
Latent Image. The other side of this tape has shorter 
pieces, several of which deal with manipulated spoken 
word recordings. (J.S. Laboratories, Box 710147, Houston, 
TX 77271) 


USTAD 
Pyramid (cassette) 
(J. S. Laboratories) 


Side one of this tape sounds like the aural equivalent of 
an anxiety attack (or maybe a plague of locusts). If this 
was used to enhance the suspense in a movie, you'd be on 
the edge of your seat. The other side is more spacey, but 
is almost unaltering. Not one of the more enjoyable J.S. 
tapes. (J.S. Laboratories, Box 710147, Houston, TX 
77271) 


VIXEN 
Vixen 
(Manhattan) 


When I first heard “Edge Of A Broken Heart” on the 
radio, I thought maybe this group had what it takes to 
become the next Heart. Was I pretty stupid, or what? 


VOLCANO SUNS 
Farced 
(SST) 


[Im not saying that the songs on the new ’Suns LP are 
any stronger than on Bumper Crop, but the improved 
production/mastering/whatever does a lot here. Where 
the songs on the last LP roared past in a cloud of dust, 
the tunes on Farced ring clear enough to result in 
maximum impact. And I mean impact. Peter Prescott’s 
drumming leaps right off the plate, and his harsh vocals 
shout right in your face. And enough space is left so that 
the assorted instruments and sounds can actually be 
heard, instead of their just adding to the clutter. I didn’t 
care quite so much for the slower (but equally loud) 
material on much of side two, but so what else is new? 
(SST, Box 1, Lawndale, CA 90260) 


WALLMEN 
Wallmen (7" EP) 
(Dead Judy) 


Started up "Earthwoman" on 33, and it didn’t sound 
quite right. Tried 45 and, well, it wasn’t quite right 
either. I was correct the first time, but this should tell 
you something about this band — they don’t fit neatly 
into any musical genre. “Earthwoman” has a jazzy, 
Zappa-ish flavor, plus a mind-altered, Residents feel. 
"Milo 9" is a pristine pop tune that still manages to be 
pretty warped. "The News" is somewhat less memorable. 
If you wanna get the full Wallmen experience, write for 
one of their wacky-yet-experimental cassettes. But after 
all these years, it’s good to hear them on vinyl. (Dead 
Judy, 7711 Lisa Lane, N. Syracuse, NY 13212) 


WIPERS 
The Circle 
(Restless) 


No one is quite as capable of conveying anguish and 
desolation as guitarist/vocalist Greg Sage. And the 
seething anger that burned on Is It Real or Youth Of 
America still smolders on songs like "I Want A way” and 
"Time Marches On.” But, The Circle feels a little 
different from past albums — for one thing it’s probably 
the Wipers’ most diverse. "True Believer" is alien boy 
rockabilly a la Alan Vega, and “Good Thing” has the 
hard, bluesy edge of early Led Zep. And on the second 
side, Sage pulls inside himself, like on his solo album 
Straight Ahead. All in all, The Circle is not a bad 
album. The problem is that I own five other Wipers’ 
records I like a whole lot better. (Restless, Culver City, 
CA 90231-3628) 


YXIMALLOO 
AIDS Aid (cassette) 
(Sakura) 


More bizarre stuff from Japan’s equivalent of the 
Residents. But where Bush Of Bamboo came at you 


from every left field imaginable (maybe because it was 
recorded over a period of a few years), AIDS Aid is more 
unidirectional, making it pretty difficult to sit through 
the whole tape. Mostly this tape is sampled percussion 
and warped vocals from an unusual (for this country) 
far-Eastern perspective. Some good live tracks, too. 
Don’t know if it’s genius, or simply Yximalloo’s unique 
grasp of the English language, but you can’t top 
songtitles like "His Hairy Thigh Drives Me Crazy," "Beat 
Me Like A Dirty Pig,” "Back Fack,” and my favorite "In 
The Futon." (Sakura, Ishii 305 Minami-Izu, Kamo, 
Shizuoka 415-03, Japan) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
The End of Music As We Know It (cassette) 
(ROIR) 


Collections that try to document a musical movement or 
*scene’ usually fail miserably, but in some cases they can 
succeed in an extremely pleasant fashion. This is one of 
them. The folks at ROIR know how to produce great 
cassettes, and they have produced a wonderful one this 
time. What exactly the movement is here, well, that’s a 
hard thing to say. The idea: toss some of the foremost 
independent artists into a studio for a few hours, and see 
what they can do, The place: Noise New York, Kramer’s 
studio in the Big Apple. The people: Honeymoon Killers, 
Jad Fair, Of Cabbages and Kings, Thurston Moore, Jello 
Biafra, and yet more. The commentary: liner notes by 
Steve Albini, worth the price of the cassette alone. The 
material: a lot of grunge, some bizarre wit, a few moments 
of boredom, but mostly a lot of great noise to burn your 
brain with. The high points: Honeymoon Killers "Motor 
City," guitar to wake the dead; Jad Fair screaming "I 
Don’t Know” ’til you believe him; Of Cabbages and Kings 
"Father" — though it’s on their album it still kicks ass; 
Krackhouse doing their thing, whatever you want to call 
it; Bank of Sodom with Jello telling a twisted and 
depraved story of teenage Satanic rituals. The low point: 
Thurston Moore doing a cover of the Velvets “European 
Son" -- it’s ok, but why’d ya do it? The moral: buy it. 
(ROIR, 611 Broadway, Suite 725, NY, NY 10012) — 
Mason Jones 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Magnetick Tapes Sampler # 1 (cassette) 
(Magnetick) 


A cassette containing a lot of material, 17 songs in fact, 
from almost as many artists. Many tapes like this suffer 
from either discontinuity or boredom; the former when 
there is too much of a variety, the latter when it all 
sounds the same. This tape has some of the former and 
some of the latter, but neither in too great a quantity. 
The stand-outs here are " Against an Enemy” from Iao 
Core, a haunting piece of eerie mystery; "Drums and 
Moses" from Kris Force, which might more aptly have 
been titled “Drums and Bells"; the appropriately titled 
"Rhythm Machine” from 0; and "Cat on a Hot Tin Roof” 
from J. Ryan Ayres and David Gardner. The second side 
of the tape is less interesting than the first, falling into 
the ’sound-alike’ trap, except for the first song, “a 
question of length” from m.c. Schmidt, which sounds to 
me like an unfortunate imitation of Bryan Ferry. But for 
the most part, this cassette compilation avoids many of 
the potential pitfalls of such collections, and in many 
cases provides some excellent material. (Magnetick, 455 
10th St, San Francisco CA) —Mason Jones 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
MondoStereo 
(Away From The Pulsebeat) 


MondoStereo - I found this one by chance. Yet another 
compilation. This one is put out by the Away From The 
Pulsebeat fanzine. It features Mudhoney, B.A.L.L., Jad 
& David Fair with Daniel Johnston, Sylvia Juncosa, Beat 
Happening, Of Cabbages & Kings, Halo of Flies, 
Urgeoverkilldozer and more. Of the two repeat bands 
from SupPop 200, both songs supplied here are better. 
Mudhoney gets the honor of the lead track and do a 
catchy-as-hell version of “Hate The Police". And if you 
ever thought Beat Happening music was simplistic, the 
"Christmas" song here is even more sparse musically. But 
it’s still an excellent song even with the loud tape hiss. 
Great lyrics provided by Calvin with his unusual charm. 
Happy Flowers could never be as good with their stupid 
brand of minimalism. The B.A.L.L. song is called 
"Amazon" and, of course, is thick as a jungle. The 
screams in the background really do sound like a monkey 
too. Everything else on MondoStereo is ok but not as 
good as the three songs mentioned. (Away From The 
Pulsebeat, Box M1842, Hoboken, NJ 07030) —Dave 
Lechtenberg 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Oops! Wrong Stereotype 
(Alternative Tentacles) 


Tm not sure exactly what stereotype the title of this 
compilation refers to. First of all, I'd hope by now that 
people would regard Alternative Tentacles as being more 
than just the Dead Kennedys’ label. Secondly, it’s not 
like the label has cracked the musical spectrum wide open 
— at least when compared to labels like SST or 
Subterranean. But anyway, here’s the rundown: No 
Means No take a turbulent Minutemen approach, as 
"Hunt The She Beast” easily tops anything on their 
disappointing EP. False Prophets continue to distance 
themselves from hardcore, and the Beatnigs contribute my 
favorite cut, with some tough but intelligent rap- 
influenced music. Tragic Mulatto add their Butthole 
Surfers-like grind (remember what label the Surfers 
started out on, after all). The way too smug Alice 
Donut’s tale of incest reminds me of No Means No, 
actually, but is way better than Donut Comes Alive. 
(That’s not saying very much.) Christian Lunch’s 
"Neighborhood Watch" sounds kinda like Alice Donut, 
and Stickdog beat out a tune that’s not quite as pounding 
as Human, but is pretty good anyway. As for Jello, I 
prefer his spoken word to his singing, but how many 
times can you listen to the same 12-minute patter about 
Ollie North? Finally, some very short Klaus Flouride 
snippets are tossed on at the end — not long enough to 
amount to anything. On second thought, maybe people 
are dumb enough to just think of the DK’s... 
(Alternative Tentacles Records, Box 11458, S.F., CA 
94101) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 

Smart Music For Smart People (CD) 

(BNM) 

I know it’s grossly unfair for me to generalize like this, 
but it seems to me that the "NJ sound” is a friendly, 
middle-of-the-road, 60’s-tinged, boring-as-shit rock. (And 
what the fuck has happened to Maximum America since 


their first EP?) But looking for those faint beams of light 
among the dark clouds...the Malarians contribute a 
rockin’ psych tune, but they’re not from Jersey, and I 
just don’t like that throwback stuff to begin with. Fear 
Of Falling have way too slick synth and vocals, but also a 
nice melodic bass and a smattering of real piano. The 
Fundamentals’ "Sunshine" has a bright clear pop sound 
similar to the better O-Positive songs, and the Red House 
have recorded another tasteful tune (that won’t knock 
you over, but grows on you like the Chameleons used to 
do). Finally, Twisted World View have the grindy gloom 
feel of the Cure’s Pornography days. Meager praise, but 
that’s as positive as I can get about this one. Except for 
maybe the NYC overflow, New Jersey’s music is as 
conservative as its politics. (Best New Music, Box 1113, 
Clifton, NJ 07014-1113) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
SubPop 200 (3-EP) 
(SubPop) 


Well, it’s finally here. Not nearly as essential as the 
SubPop 100 compilation. This comp limits itself to 
bands mostly from the Pacific Northwest. (The Fluid is 
one exception, who are from Denver.) All of the SubPop 
house bands contribute something, but none of the songs 
here are as good as what they’ve done on their own 
releases. Mudhoney does "The Rose”, and it’s boring. 
The Green River song is thankfully much better. And the 
Fastbacks do a good pop thrashing of GR’s “Swallow My 
Pride". Soundgarden does a fun trash piece, "SubPop 
Rock City", that has dubbed phone conversations with 
SubPop executives Bruce and Jon. Some of the non- 
SubPop bands are Beat Happening, Screaming Trees, 
Steve Fisk and the Thrown Ups. Screaming Trees do a 
decent cover of a Hendrix song. The Steve Fisk piece is 
junk, nowhere near as good as his SubPop 100 
submission. The Thrown Ups, I think, feature ex-guys 
from Green River or at least it sounds like it. This comp 
isn’t consistently good, but is worth~ getting if you’re 
interested in any of the bands. It comes in a 3-EP box set 
limited to a vinyl edition of 5000. (Sub Pop, Box 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) —Dave Lechtenberg 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Testament 
(RRRecords) 


Testament is the most ambitious project on RRR since 
God Bless America, with a handsome booklet to go along 
with the LP. Side one is sort of the process side, as 
Arcane Device demonstrate a skilled approach to feedback 
(sounds like steel cello, plus an air raid siren) and Rik 
Rue shows some more subtle experimentation. Eric Lunde 
has two cuts on this side (a matched set, you might say) 
that seem more focused than Aztalan, linking violence 
and death with the sexual act. Side two is the metallic 
side, with Sink Manhattan’s "Unsung" topping anything 
on their LP — brutal Stickdog meets Einsturzende 
Neubauten noise-rock, and fine use of powertools on 
metal. Also featured on this side is some more excellent 


percussive sampling and tape manipulation from Geinst 
Nait. The selections by S.B.O.T.H.I. totally rub me the 
wrong way (I guess I didn’t appreciate the locked grooves 
interrupting my dinner), and I’ve never been a big John 
Wiggins fan, but if I liked everything on this comp, 
something would be wrong. (RRRecords, 151 Paige St., 
Lowell, MA 01852) 
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